LETTERS         FROM         LAUSANNE

" My Cecilia., my dear daughter, I have promised
you that only this once will you be tormented by
the anxiety of a mother who loves you more than
life itself; in future, knowing on the subject all
that I myself know, all that I have ever thought,
my daughter can judge for herself. I may remind
her sometimes of what I have said to-day, I shall
never repeat it. Allow me therefore to continue,
Cecilia; and be attentive to the end. I shall not
say to you what I would say to many others;
that, if you fail in prudence you will renounce all
the virtues; that, jealous, deceitful, coquettish,
inconstant, soon loving yourself alone, you will be
neither daughter, friend, nor lover. I shall tell
you on the contrary that the precious qualities that
you possess and that you will never lose, will
make the loss of that one virtue more regrettable,
and will increase the misfortune and the dis-
advantages.

" Sincere, humble, jus~t, you would dishonour
only more certainly those whose honour depended
on your virtue. Disorder would surround you.
If your husband had a mistress you would think
yourself happy to share with her an establishment,
in which you would no longer feel yourself to have
any rights, and perhaps you would even permit her
children to share the patrimony of yours. Be wise,
my Cecilia, in order to enjoy your amiable quali-
ties. Be wise, my Cecilia; you will expose your-
self otherwise to too great unhappiness.

" Profit, if you can, by my advice; but, if you
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